Selvvyn  vs.  A.  Grassct 

Oct. 

6  at  3:00PM 

Se 

Iwyn 

vs.  John  Rennie 

Oct. 

7at3:3()PM 

Our  envy  alzvai/s 
lasts  longer  than 
the  happiness  of 
those  we  envy. 

-Due  de  RcKhefoucaulcl 


SPORTS 


Senior  football  0- 
2  after  losing  to 
L.C.C.  and  Deux 
Montagne.  They 
won  the  Shrine 
Bowl  21-1. 


SCHOOL  LIFE 


Zoro  Valdmanis 
does  an  essay  of 
opinion  about  the 
new  6-day  cycle. 


See  cover 


filBSKm^ 


S     E     L     W     Y     N 


HOUSE 


\mm 


Editorial 

Page  3 

Essays 

Page  2 

Letters 

Page? 

Questionnaire 

Page  5 

Rat's  Tail 

Page  6 

N-E-X'U-S 


TUESDAY,  OCTOBER  6, 1992 


Six  Day  Cycle: 
The  "Lean  Cuisine" 
of  Higher  Education 

Welcome  to  the  nineties,  a  decade  in 
which  iJie  revolulioiuuy  of  iJie  world  will  do 
aJl  in  iiis  power  to  accost  Uisiel'ul  aiid  decent 
citizens  with  useless  but  "sensitive"  programs 
and  ideas-one  particularity  ridiculous 
example  being  llie  recently  employed  six  day 
cycle.  The  adminisU'alion's  aim  tJirough  this 
program  was  to  viu'y  the  student's  weekly 
schedule;  however,  since  it's  imposition,  die 
only  visible  effect  has  been  bewildered 
students  and  a  confused  calender.  Not  once 
have  I  heard  a  cliLssmaie  say,  "Wow,  I  sure 
;un  glad  iny  cla-s.ses  vai7  from  week  to  week." 
In  fact,  the  general  response  has  been 
negative. 

I  suspect  the  school's  only  motives  for 
iJiis  uncalled  for  agenda  were  to  appear  Avant 
Garde,  ;is  an  institution  bre:iking  new  ground 
to  catch  up  wiUi  die  times  and  conform  to  the  irrationaJilies.  It  is  a  cosmetic  innovation  with  no 
real  use  except  perhaps  to  confuse  die  simple  minded.  The  entire  concept  revolves  around  an 
international  lack  of  geomeu-y  diat  defeats  pracucal  aiid  conventional  ideas,  sending  common 
sense  spiraling  into  oblivion.  Is  Uiis  really  in  the  students'  best  interests? 

Per.sonaily,  I  have  not  noticed  die  posiuve  effects  of  schedule  vruialions,  I  have,  however, 
been  sharply  inconvenienced  due  to  Uie  fact  tliat  my  daily  dismissal  is  altered  from  week  to  week. 
I  call  no  longer  uike  piano  lessons  as  I  could  every  Thursday  last  year,  and  as  die  Examiner's 
sporus  writer  I  ain  finding  it  hard  to  coordinate  my  schedule  widi  die  recreation;d  dept's.  Oh  well, 
such  is  life. 

Ill  any  ca.se,  it  is  clear  that  die  sysiein  is  only  an  annoyance-no  one  asked  for  it.  no  one 
wanted  it,  no  one  is  benefiting.  Perhaps  in  die  future  new  changes  will  be  more  benign-like 
Swedish  meatballs  in  the  dining  hall,  for  example  (plea  that  has  been  proposed  and  denied 
continually  over  the  years).  Decisions  of  such  gravity  should  be  put  to  a  vote,  and  die  student 
body  should  be  acknowledged.  How  long  will  we  be  subject  to  diis  neglect? 

Meanwhile,  die  bitter-sweet  scent  of  sadism  wafts  from  die  suiff  room  to  our  ever  suffering 

nostrils. 

Zoro 


What's  an  Enviro-Nazi? 

Many  would  agree,  the  most  influential  special-interest  group  of  our  time  is  the 
environmentalist  lobby.  Any  child  today  is  familiar  with  die  world's  perils:  the  depledng  ozone, 
die  deforested  Amazon,  die  extinction  of  plant  and  animal  species,  and  the  looming  menace  of 
nuclear  energy.  It  has  become,  all  over  the  world,  the  main  issue  for  many  politicians, 
conferences,  and  summits.  In  fact,  it  is  so  important  to  politicians  diat  it  has  become  one  of  the 
main  issues  in  die  Sen.  Al  Gore's  campaign  for  die  Vice-Presidency  of  die  U.S.  Gore  has  even 
written  an  infiuenual  environmentalist  book  entitled  Earth  in  the  Balance.  Tlie  sad  diing  is  that 
while  a  seven  year  old  can  tell  you  the  rate  at  which  die  Amazon  is  being  deforested,  he  and  those 
who  taught  him  are  oblivious  to  die  fact  diat  most  of  die  infonnation  diey  knows  is  based  on 
mere  hearsay  and  unfounded  data  diat  envu-o  groups  invent  to  sway  die  populace  to  dieir  side. 

See  Pj'.;e  2 
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(Continued  from  page  1) 
Take  acid  rain,  for  instance.  For 
ycar.s,  cn\ironiTientalists  have  maintained 
that  sulfur  and  caibons  are  changing  tJie 
pi  I  level  of  precipitation.  This  acid  rain 
and  acid  snow  fall,  so  the  argument  goes, 
into  lakes  and  rivers.  The  resulting  acidity 
level  Uien  kills  all  Uie  lake's  tlsh.  In  1980, 
however,  the  Congress  of  the  United 
States  of  America  commissioned  a  ten 
year,  S500  million  dollar  study  on  acid 
rain.  When  the  results  caine  out  in  1990, 
the  few  who  read  it  were  astonished:  it 
concluded  that  acid  rain  levels  are  no 
different  now  than  they  were  in  the  pre- 
industrial  era  (source:  New  Dimensions, 
October,  1990).  Mysteriously,  however, 
none  of  this  was  ever  reported  by  any 
news  network,  magazine  or  member  of  the 
inedia.  Could  it  be  that  they  have  read 
Sen.  Gore's  book  in  which  he  urges  die 
media  to  censure  any  positive 
environmental  news  so  that  the  American 
people  will  not  be  swayed  from  the 
environmentalist  agenda:  in  oLiier  words, 
to  lie  by  omission? 

In  fact,  the  media  is  one  of  Uie  main 
reasons  for  the  success  of  these 
environmenl;il  pressure  groups.  All  of  tliis 
"enviro-nazi"  propaganda,  as  it  has  been 
ciilled,  is  p;issed  unscrutinized  tlirough  tlie 
media  to  the  populace. 

AnoLlier  e.xmnple  of  lliis  media  bias  is 
the  global  w;inning  tlieory.    Most  people 


today  take  it  for  granted  tliat  Uie  earili  is 
slowly  wiuming  up  due  to  big  industry 
and  auioniobile  pollution.  *Wo  wonder! 
Every  day  at  6:30,  ABC's  Peter  Jennings 
gives  us  some  new  enviro-tidbit, 
reminding  us  that  the  earth  is  in  mortal 
danger  of  overheating.  What  the  viewer 
doesn't  know  is  tliat  there  is  no  conclusive 
or  even  persuasive  evidence  lliat  tJie  ozone 
is  deteriorating  or  that  the  earth  is 
wanning.  In  actuality,  tlie  entire  basis  of 
the  theory  is  a  computer  model  that  fails 
to  correspond  to  llie  real  world  every  time 
it  is  checked  against  new  information. 
Nevertheless,  reporters  pass  the  global 
warming  theory  off  as  fact,  fooling  the 
public  and  advancing  the  the  political 
agenda  of  environmenial  doom-sayers. 

In  Washington  state,  "enviro-iiazis" 
protested  the  logging  of  p;irls  of  tiie  local 
forests  in  order  to  "save"  an  owl.  They 
manipulated  and  distorted  tlie  facts  and, 
with  the  help  of  a  willing  media,  made 
some  of  us  believe  that  this  owl  was 
actually  in  danger.  What  tliey  deliberately 
concealed  was  tliat  two  thirds  of  tlie  forest 
had  already  been  laid  aside  for  the  owl, 
giving  each  owl  in  excess  of  30,0(X)  acres 
of  land  to  himself.  They  also  failed  to 
mention  the  devastation  that  the 
limitations  they  were  proposing  would 
bring  to  the  region  and  the  thousands  of 
people  who  would  be  unemployed. 
Ironically,  these  saine  people  are  now 


criticizing  George  Bush  for  not  caring 
about  the  poor 

The  evidence  of  the  power  of  \\\i 
enviro  lobby  is  everywhere:  Even  Selwyn 
House  liLst  year  allotted  a  whole  issue  of 
Nexus  to  Llie  subject  (and  quite  an  issue  it 
was).  We  also  devoted  an  entire  week  of 
sclux)l  and  formed  a  special  environment 
group  for  the  sole  purpose  of  further 
disseminating  tendentious  theories  and 
sorry  platitudes.  We  were  fed  die  usual 
about  fossil  fuels,  the  evils  of  industry, 
and  Uie  plight  of  Uie  rain  forest.  All  of 
this  was  guised  by  the  tiresome 
shibboleths  of  "raising  awareness"  and 
"six'ial  consciousness." 

The  fact  is  Uiat  so  much  of  what  enviro 
groups  say,  everything  the  media  tells  us 
and  ahnost  everyUiing  we  tiike  for  gr;uited 
about  die  so-called  "plight"  of  our  CcUlli  is 
pure  fabrication,  problems  so  politicized 
Uiat  they  distract  us  from  die  real  dangers 
to  the  environment.  The  hold  that 
environmentalists  have  over  our  nation, 
and  in  fact  Uie  world,  is  so  great  Uiat  Uiey 
have  made  the  populace  believe  every 
word  that  they  say.  And  Uirough  enviro 
weeks  and  enviro  issues  we  willingly 
become  another  pawn  in  their  plan(^ 
spreading  this  propagmida  and  advancing 
their  agenda,  free  of  charge. 

David  Williains 


Raniblings  of  an  Old  Man 


"O.k.  children,  he's  wiiiting  in  here.  No,  don't  be  scared,  he's  perfectly  hannless..." 

"Do  you  believe  in  past  life  experiences?  Y'know,  like  what  Shirley  MacLaine  has  spent  Uie  second  half  of  her  life  talking  about? 
No,  neiUier  did  I.  Did  I,  is  die  key  point.  What  I'm  about  to  describe  sounds  anyUiing  but  real.  I  think  Uiat  it  may  have  something  to 
do  with  Uie  circumstances  in  which  it  occurred.  I  mean  Madame  Zorro  isn't  Uie  su-angest  name  you've  ever  heard  for  a  fortune  teller, 
is  it?  Then  again,  what  does  it  matter?  Usually,  the  only  reason  someUiing  becomes  over-used  is  if  the  original  version  was  a 
success. 

Back  to  the  story.  I  suppose  I  could  say  Uiat  everything  beg.'ui  on  a  dark  and  stonny  night  in  fall,  with  Uie  slick  wet  leaves 
underfoot,  the  lightning  highlighting  die  city  blackened  by  a  power  cut,  Uie  ominous  roar  of  Uie  Uiunder  drowning  out  die  sounds  of 
u^alTic.  However,  I  will  be  u-udiful.  It  was  in  fall,  but  a  cold,  damp,  grey,  dreary  day,  and  everyone  seemed  to  be  walking  around  in  a 
depressed  daze.  Work  was  especially  dull:  I  am  an  accountant,  and  that  day  our  client  happened  to  be  Uie  finn  Imperial  Cancer  Ltd.  I 
was  assigned  die  menial  txisk  of  calculaUng  what  percentage  of  Uieir  net  income  went  where.  You  have  no  idea  how  much  inoney 
goes  into  adverUsing.  Under  advertising  I  mean  billboards,  magazine  ads,  sports  sponsorship,  etc.  I  am  talking  of  money  in  the 
range  of  tens,  even  hundreds  of  millions  of  dollars  annually,  and  all  Uiis  is  from  drug  dealing!! 

As  I  was  saying,  it  was  sometime  in  Uie  middle  of  October,  maybe  a  Tuesday  or  Wednesday,  and  at  around  live  o'clock  I  left  die 
office  to  take  the  subway  home.  Tlie  subway  system  in  Uiis  town  is  so  designed  Uiat  I  have  to  travel  on  tliree  different  lines  to  get  to 
my  ap;irtment  located  a  couple  of  miles  due  norUi  from  die  first  station.  Sometime  on  Uie  second  line,  I  fell  asleep.  Tliis,  in  it.self,^ 
was  not  exccpuonal,  merely  strange  considering  I  only  go  one  stop,  but  it  was  not  unlie;ird  off.  I  am  notorious  for  falling  easily  into  a 
deep  sleep.  I  woke  up  at  quaiter  to  six  and  due  to  the  sleep-induced  drowsiness,  felt  rather  bewildered  as  I  walked  off  the  U'ain. 
Looking  up  at  the  cracked,  dusty  walls  I  read  the  n.'une  of  die  station:  Suxen  Square.  I  had  never  been  here  before,  and  it  took  me  a 
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while  hi  iraCL'  (lie  inclix)  line  I'lir  enough 
lel'l  to  reach  Uiis  station.  I  walked  up  the 
broken  escalator  into  a  .sight  thai  I  have 
never  .seen  before. 

Never  before  iiave  I  .seen  so  many 
people  milling  luound.  From  the  look  of 
the  majoiily  of  Llie  people  and  tJic  fact  tJiat 
the  .signs  seemed  to  be  a  series  of 
intersecting  curves  and  lines,  I 
hypothesized  tliat  I  was  in  Chinatown.  I 
had  never  been  so  f:ir  east  in  my  own  city, 
and  I  was  overwhelmed  by  the  abundance 
of  yellow  everywhere.  All  of  the  signs 
had  yellow  backgrounds  with  red  or  black 
lines  on  them.  Being  in  a  square,  the 
walls  completely  suiTounded  me  £uid  rose 
for  stories  upvv;u"ds  to  such  a  height  that  I 
felt  convinced  they  would  fall  in  t)n  me. 
Under  iJiese  signs  lining  the  walls  there 
were  stalls  .selling  eveiylhing  imaginable. 
Due  to  this,  the  only  place  were  I  had 
room  to  breathe  was  tlie  exact  centre  as 
everyone  gravitated  tow;uds  the  stalls  at 
the  sides.  I  was  standing  in  tJie  middle, 
and  the  buildings  seemed  horribly 
oppressive.  It  took  me  several  minutes  to 
realize  that  there  was  one  building  that 
was  out  of  place.  It  had  a  plaiie  sign  wiili 
black  writing  on  a  white  background 


stating:  Jane's  Antiques  and  Antiquities.  I 
have  the  distinct  impression  of  having 
forgotten  to  tell  you  about  iny  love  and 
fascination  of  antiques  and  old  trinkets. 
This  store  immediately  caught  my 
attention,  and  the  next  thing  I  knew  I  was 
inside  looking  at  the  dust  covered  shelves 
secretly  wondering  if  I  would  fmd  some 
nue  expensive  item. 

I  was  completely  engrossed  in  what 
seemed  to  be  a  Georgian  bureau  and  I 
didn't  notice  an  old  shrivelled  woman 
shuffle  painfully  tow;ud  me.  She  asked  if 
she  could  be  of  any  assistance  in  such  a 
voice  tJial  it  made  me  jump  as  if  1  was  a 
young  child  caught  by  his  motJier  ste;iJing 
candy  from  a  store.  I  stiunmered  out  a 
statement  somehow  relating  to  how  I 
found  myself  in  Uie  store.  She  stood  Uiere 
massaging  her  knobbed  hands,  and  ;ifter  I 
finished  my  pathetic  drivel  she  asked  me 
if  I  was  interested  in  having  tlie  bureau  for 
the  price  of  two  thousand  dollars. 
Embmrassed,  I  pulled  out  iny  visa  card 
eagerly  hoping  to  amend  my  sad  stuttering 
display.  Walking  to  the  back  of  the  store 
where  iJie  cash  desk  was,  I  pretended  to  be 
enthrcdled  by  some  little  pot  I  pulled  off 
the  shelf  so  I  would  not  have  to  spe;ik  to 


her.  At  the  desk  she  filled  out  the  visa 
form  painfully  slowly,  and  to  keep  up  my 
act,  I  looked  mound  tJie  back  of  the  shop 
with  excessive  interest.  Off  in  the  far 
back  I  saw  a  brightly  coloured  bead 
curtain  lit  up  by  a  red  light  from  inside. 
To  die  right  of  the  curtain  was  a  sign  that 
read  "Madame  Zoito." 

"Thai's  the  end  of  visiting  hours  for 
lliis  montii,  children.  Mr.  Barnes,  back  to 
bed. "drowning  out  the  .sounds  of  traffic. 
However,  I  will  be  U'uihful.  It  was  in  f;ill, 
but  a  cold,  d.'unp,  grey,  dreary  day,  and 
everyone  seemed  to  be  walking  mound  in 
a  depressed  daze.  Work  was  especially 
dull:  I  ain  an  accountant,  and  iJiat  day  our 
client  happened  to  be  the  firm  Imperial 
Cancer  Ltd.  I  was  assigned  the  menial 
task  of  calculating  what  percentage  of 
their  net  income  went  where.  You  have 
no  idea  how  much  money  goes  into 

Phil  Barnes 


EDITORIAL 


Pat's  Chat 

WiUi  Pat  Brown 

Medieval  lick-doctors  are  key  to  tlie  future 

Dogs  are  not  as  dumb  as  we  tliink.  As  a  die-hard  skeptic  and 
ruthless  flusher-of-goldfish-down-Uie-toilet,  you  may  scoff  and 
say  tJiat  any  creature  whose  entire  social  life  consists  of  sniffing 
each  other's'  crotches  will  never  amount  to  anyiiiing.  Well,  I 
have  but  one  diing  to  say  to  you:  "It's  not  whetlier  you  win  or 
lose,  but  how  you  make  use  of  your  saliva."  You  see,  dogs  have 
been  licking  eachother  for  Lliousands  of  years.  And  as  it  turns 
out,  Uiis  is  re;dly  astute,  because  both  canine  aiid  huintui  saliva  is 
slightly  acidic.  This  mild  acid  acts  both  as  an  antibiotic  to  kill 
off  germs  and  as  an  agent  that  stimulates  and  speeds  the  healing 
process. 

9000  B.C:  The  East  African  Veldt: 

Canine  Adam:  Honey,  aren't  you  just  SO 
glad  we  learned  the  value  of 
self-  salivation? 

Canine  Eve:  I  sure  ain,  dear!  Too  bad  huinruis 
won't  discover  it  for  anoilier  10,000  years! 


In  fact,  the  enlightenment  we  have  as  to  the  wonders  of 
saliva  is  the  result  of  many  years  of  dedicated  study  by 
Dr. Wolfgang  Speichelman,  a  German  doctor  (171-230  AD)  who 
was  stranded  for  30  years  on  a  Mediterranemi  island  inhabited 
only  by  wiener  dogs.  Fortunately,  Dr.  Speichehnan's  carefully 
recorded  observations  were  found  centuries  later  in  llie  fonn  of 
two  heavily  chewed  Hilroy  notebooks  by  travelling  Sicilian 
monks. 

Manu.script  from  tlie  Library  of  Palermo,  c.  900  B.C.: 
"For  die  past  diree  weeks  I  have  been  nursed 
back  to  heahh  by  a  species  of  obnoxious  over- 
sized rats  ...  who,  by  use  of  Uieir  odiferous  saliva, 
have  managed  to  heal  my  inany  wounds...  " 

And  so  it  was  that  the  monks  studied  the  writings  of 
Speichelman,  and  the  Order  of  the  Tongue  was  founded,  a 
notorious  cult  of  evil  lickers  Uiat  were  indirectly  responsible  for 
the  Dark  Ages.  For  centuries  these  lick-doctors  rampaged 
through  the  countryside,  abusing  their  valuable  tongue 
techniques,  and  cutting  a  horrible  salivary  swathe  through 
Europe.  No  one  was  safe. 

Seville,  Spain.  1491  AD: 

Cult  Leader:  It  is  time  for  another  "treatment," 
Cristophe!  Come  to  the  temple  at  sundown  tonight 
to  pay  your  respects! 

Colombus:  (panicked)  No,  never!  I  cannot  endure 
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another  day  of  this  lorturc!  I  will  llee! 

Cult  Leader:  You  will  never 
escape.  Our  eyes  and 

tongues  arc  everywhere... 
1  IaJKLlialialiah;ilia:iaa! 

To  nic.  it's  a  real  shame  that  we've 
given  up  this  branch  of  medicine.  Of 
course,  in  modern-day  America,  it  would 
probably  be  viewed  as  both  unhygienic  and 
sexually  abusive.  Instead,  doctors  would 
prescribe  2,  5,  or  10  gallon  jars  of  saliva 
depending  on  the  seriousness  of  the 
aihnent. 

Philadelphia,  1993:  Plumber  Chet 
Reynold's  life  is  saved  using  the  highly- 
controversial  lick-therapy. 

Doctor:  Quick,  nurse,  a  ladle! 
It  looks  like  we  have  a 

serious  10-gallon  case  here! 

Nurse:  Regular,  spearmint,  or 
extra-slrengtii  canine? 

Cliet:  Aaarg:iliaghhh.... 


Doctor:  (bravely)  He's  not  responding...  I'm  going 

to  attempt  artificia^^ 

salivation...  ^^ 


This  breakthrough  could  also 
represent  an  economic  gold-mine,  and 
could  constitute  an  easy  source  of 
income  to  anybody  resourceful  enough  to 
stJu-t  a  saliva-selling  business.  The  lower 
classes  would  disappear  as  millions  of 
self-made  spit-kings  built  huge  refmeries 
to  feed  an  ever-growing  phannaceutical 
industry. 

Planet  Eru-Ui,  2075:  The  UN 
prevents  Iraq  from  invading  a 
tiny,  fillliy-rich  Middle-Eastern 
spit-sultanate, which  tlien  takes 
control  of  the  world  economy. 
Inter-planetary  expeditions 
powered  by  bovine  saliva 
forthcoming 

Patrick  Brown 


Sneakers 

Sneakers  is  an  intriguing  inotion 
picture  about  professional  computer 
hackers  using  hi-tech  state-of-the-art 
equipment  usually  seen  only  in  a  sci-fi 
setting.  Robert  Redford  plays  Marty  Brice, 
the  leader  of  tJie  clique  of  elite  computer 
science-oiiented  nerds  and  ex-CIA  agents 
involved  in  legal  hacking.  Companies  hire 
Brice's  team  to  test  their  security  by 
attempting  to  break  in  and  access  classified 
information.  The  operations  are 
coordinated  from  a  van  equipped  with 
gadgets  so  f;ir  aliead  of  our  tune  that  they 
cause  error  messages  to  flash  in  our  brains. 

When  he  was  young,  Brice  had  a  close 
call  witli  the  aulliorities  when  he  and  his 
partner,  involved  in  illegitimate  hacking, 
were  tracked  down.  Brice  narrowly 
escapes  and  then  flees  to  Canada,  but  his 
parhier  is  caught.  Years  later,  he  is  released 
and  seeks  revenge  for  his  friend's  lack  of 
moral  obligation  to  turn  himself  in.  He 
sends  men  claiming  to  be  from  the 


National  Security  Agency  to  Brice's  IIQ, 
and  after  plenty  of  coffee,  donuts,  and 
blackmail,  Brice  is  faced  with  the  option  of 
engaging  in  an  illeg;il  operation  or  having 
his  name  uncovered. 

Brice's  teatn  a  la  Mission  Impossible 
work  from  their  van  to  steal  an  ultra 
decoder  developed  by  a  European  super- 
genius.  In  the  fonn  of  a  black  box,  this 
machine  is  capable,  through  a  series  of 
simultaneous  processing  of  certain 
functions,  to  crack  the  most  sophisticated 
of  random  scrambling  algorithms  in  a 
matter  of  seconds.  They  are  successful, 
but  at  tlie  time  of  tlie  handover,  die  identity 
of  tlie  phony  agents  is  unveiled.  However, 
Marty  escapes-wiUiout  die  box-ore  they 
manage  to  get  Uieir  hands  on  him.  Tlie  rest 
of  the  movie  involves  the  planning  to 
regiiin  possession  of  tlie  device.  Tlie  style 
is  so  similar  to  that  of  the  Mission: 
Impossible  show  diat  one  wonders  who  die 
producer  is. 

Robert  Redford  and  Dan  Ackroyd 
ajc  fantastic  in  their  roles.  Although  the 
actual    acting  was  not  Academy  Award- 


worthy,  it  wfLS  worlli  a  tip  of  llie  hat.  Dai^ 
Ackroyd  was  phenomenally  funny, 
relieving  die  tension  when  tiie  plot  is  eiilier 
at  a  serious  point  or  at  a  crisis.  Tlie  movie 
was  a  hybrid  of  humor,  suspense,  and 
captivating  intiigue. 

Probably  the  most  serious  negative 
aspect  about  tiie  movie  is  iliat  is  was  railier 
unrealistic.  First  of  all,  if  die  security  of 
major  banks  could  be  intiltrated  as  easily 
as  die  movie  implies,  there  would  be  a 
heck  of  a  lot  of  people  in  this  country 
engaging  in  very  illegal  activities.  Also, 
the  equipment  used  by  the  teams  is  not 
exacdy  primitive.  We  are  getung  a  snefik 
preview  of  tlie  damage  Uiat  die  devices  and 
gadgets  of  die  21st  century  can  do  in  die 
hands  middle  class  workers.  However,  diis 
should  not  prevent  one  from  shelling  out 
die  S6  to  go  and  see  it.  It  is  one  of  the  most 
entertaining  movies  I  have  seen  in  a  long 
time,  and  I  would  gladly  see  it  again 
anytime.  " 

Dioco  Bustani 
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The  Terrible  Music 
Awards 

Welcome  to  an  awards  banquet  we 
like  to  call  the  Terrible  Music  Awards. 
(Almost  everything  wrilleii  in  iJiis  article 
will  be  sarcastic,  so  don't  lake  everything 
lor  face  value.  I  will  probably  olTend 
some  fans  (all  three)  of  the  singers  I 
naine,  but  please  don't  take  it  personally, 
tliese  are  just  my  opinions.) 

We  start  llie  awards  with  the  award  for 
worst  lyrics.  The  nominees  are  Paula 
Abdul,  New  Kids  on  the  Block,  and 
George  Michael.  The  aw:ud  goes  to  (the 
obvious  winner)  New  Kids  on  the  BUxrk. 
Now  I  don't  know  why  these  guys 
became  so  popular.  Probably  because 
they  appeal  to  a  group  of  teenage  girls 
who'll  do  anything  for  the  perfect  guy. 
These  guys  put  so  much  mousse  in  tlieir 
hair  that  it  doesn't  even  move.  And  if 
(God  forbid)  one  of  tliem  should  get  a  zit, 
he  would  call  a  whole  world  tour  off  until 
his  complexion  cleared  up.  (By  the  way, 
where  have  NKOTB  been  recently? 


Gould  my  zit  theory  be  right...?) 

Next  we  present  the  award  for  the 
most  sappy  music  group/singer.  The 
nominees  for  this  award  are  Mr.  Big, 
Micheal  Bolton,  and  Wilson  Phillips. 
And  the  winner  is. ..Wilson  Phillips. 
These  three  girls  feel  that  just  because 
their  motliers  and  fathers  were  part  of  tJie 
group  The  Mainas  and  the  Papas  they  will 
succeed  in  tJie  music  world.  Well,  liiey're 
wrong.  There  is  no  feeling  in  tlieir  .songs 
and  if  it  sounds  like  there  is,  it's  f;il<e. 

Now  we  present  the  award  for  the 
worst  female  singer/female  group.  The 
nominees  are  Wilson  Phillips,  Lisa 
Stanslleld,  and  Paula  Abdul.  The  wiiuier 
is  Wilson  Phillips.  Wow,  they  won  a 
second  time!  Let's  give  them  a  hand. 

The  last  aw;u"d  of  the  show  goes  is  for 
worst  male  singer/group.  And  the 
nominees  are...  Gerardo,  New  Kids  on  tlie 
Block,  and  Micheal  Bolton.  The  winner 
is  (surprise,  surprise)  New  Kids  on  the 
Bl(x:k.  Whew!  they  suck! 

So  in  my  mind,  llie  two  worst  musical 
(if  that's  what  you  want  to  call  them) 
groups  on  the  market  right  now  are 


Wilson  Phillips  and  New  Kids  on  the 
Block. 

I  guess  what  is  really  comes  down  to 
is  that  this  age's  musical  talent  lacks 
respect  compared  to  their  predecessors' 
talent.  In  the  60's,  7()'s,  and  even  in  the 
early  8(J's,  inost  of  the  anists  would 
actually  put  some  kind  of  feeling  and 
meaning  into  their  lyrics.  Today,  most  of 
the  artists  just  put  any  tiling  down  on  paper 
that  will  in:ike  it  a  hit.  When  JirtisLs  inade 
albums  in  tJie  past,  they  sang  dozens  of 
songs  and  only  put  the  best  ones  on  the 
album,  but  now  the  artists  include 
whatever  songs  they  sang.  Now  don't 
think  I'm  reminiscing  about  the  past;  I'm 
not-I'm  not  old  enough.  CJf  the  hundreds 
of  singers  that  are  on  the  market  now, 
there  are  probably  only  about  ten,  at  most, 
who  are  worth  listening  to.  In  fact,  what 
most  of  the  new  artists  call  music  is 
torture  to  iny  ears. 

Now  tliat  I  got  tJiat  off  my  chest,  I  can 
go  on  witli  tlie  rest  of  my  life. 

Gandhar  Ch;ikravartv 


QUESTIONNAIRE 


NSAT's 

Grade  lens  and  elevens  will  be  writing  their  PSAT's  and  SAT's 
(respectively)  liiis  year.  So,  I  decided  it  would  be  a  gocxl  idea  if 
eveiyone  not  a  head-st;ul  by  practicing  tliese  NSAT's  (No  Sweat 
Apiiiude  Test).  There  is  a  whole  book  of  questions,  but  Lll  only 
take  out  a  few. 

Section  1 .  English 

Fill  in  tlie  blanks. 

1.  In  his  address,  the  leader  said  difficult  times  lay  aliead  and  tliat 

he  had  iiotliing  to  promise  his  people  but  blood,  sweat, , 

aiid  tears. 

A)  laughter  B)  deodorant 
C)  toil  D)  towels 

E)  iced  beverages 


can  do  for  you,  ask  what  you  can 


2.  "Ask  not  what  your 

do  for  your  counu^" 

A)  moutJiw.xsh  B)  insurance  agent 

C)  hair  care  prtxiuct  D)  Weight  loss  program 

E) counU7 

Answer  tiie  questions  by  ciicling  tlie  best  answer. 


"No  man  is  an  island" 

3.  According  to  iJiis  pas.vage,  no  man  is 

A)  an  istlimus  B)  a  canal 

C)  a  peninsula  D)  a  lagtxin 

E)  an  island 

4.  What  goes  t0"etlier  like  Love:Maniage 

A)  horseicarriage  B)  tL'Lshlight:golf  bag 

C)  volcanoi-zyroscope  D)  speedboat:tie  clip 

E)  hubcap:cucumber 


Section  2  Matii 
Answer  tlie  questions. 

1)  Wliich  of  tlie  following  numbers  looks  most  like  a  picket 
fence? 

A)  mill  B)  232323 
C) 8778778  0)404040 

2)  If  one  pipe  3/8  inch  in  diameter  wiiii  a  capacity  of  445  gallons 
per  minute  c:ui  fill  a  metal  storage  tank  in  4/3  hours  and  anoLlier 
pipe  3/4  inch  in  diameter  widi  a  capacity  28%  greater  tii;in  die  first 
can  fill  llie  txink  in  5/5  of  an  hour,  what  sound  will  Uie  empty  lank 
make  when  you  hit  it  wiiJi  a  monkey  wrench? 

A)  bong  B)  hiss 

C)  owch!  D)  tick-tcx-k 

E)  swoooslihh 


XEXU5  7.1 


Paee6 


Bonus:  What  is  your  favorite  color? 


A)  Strawbeiry  B)Left-Wing 

C)  Blue  D)  Fmit  of  tJie  Lcxim 

E)  Front-row-center 


Dan  Freiheit 


Look  for  Dan  in  upcoming  issues 


RAT'S  TAIL 


In  Defense  of  Dan 

Our  neighbors  to  the  south  have  once  again  proved  their 
innate  ability  to  dwell  upon  the 
frivolous  and  insignificant. 

In  a  country  where  6  out  of 
10  high  school  students  could 
not  place  Scandinavia  on  the 
map,  it  seems  that  the  only 
thing  interesting  enough  to 
merit  the  widespread  attention 
of  the  masses  is  the  supposed 
stupidity  of  their  Vice 
President. 

Dan  Quayle  is  not  bad  at 
all.  How  can  anybody  blame  a 
guy  for  not  wanting  to  run  off 
to  the  searing  heat  and 
unclearable  humidity  of 
Vietnam,  a  place  where  death  is  highly  probable,  when  you 
could  get  a  cushy  job  in  the  national  government;  a  post 
where  one  can  still  serve  his  country,  but  in  a  less  active 
way?  Only  a  fool  blinded  by  intense  patriotism  or  extreme 
socialism  would  not  seize  this  opportunity  and,  who  could 
possibly  want  a  fool  as  Vice  President? 

Other  misinterpreted  events  concerning  Dan  Quayle  tJiat 


no  one  seems  to  forget  are  first  and  foremost  the  potato 
affair  (spelled  POTATO).  During  a  Grade  5  spelling  bee,  a 
boy  went  to  the  board  and  correctly  spelled  potato.  Dan 
Quayle,  holding  on  incorrect  flash  card,  told  kid  to  go  back 
and  add  an  E.  Dan  Quayle  should  have  trusted  his  better 
judgement  and  left  the  poor  potato  alone.  However,  only  a 
fool  would  contradict  the  almighty  flash  cards,  and  who 
could  possibly  want  a  fool  for  a  Vice  President?  ^ 

Another  controversy  that  shouldn't  be:  that  of  the 
Murphy  Brown  episode  where  Dan  Quayle  was  again 

misinterpreted  by  the  media 

and  the  general  public.  Dan 

Quayle  never  said  that  single 

motherhood  is  wrong,  nor  did 

he  that  the  L.A.  Riots  were 

her   fault   and   mother  and 

father  families  were  proper. 

Dan  merely  stated  that  fathers 

were  important  and  anyone 

could      get      the      wrong 

inpression       simply       by 

watching   Murphy   Brown. 

Keep  in  mind  that  Murphy 

Brown  did  get  pregnant  and 

did  consider  abortion. 

Dan  Quayle  is  not  an  idiot  and  does  have  a  point.  Only  a 

fool  couldn't  recognize  this-the  same  fools  that  don't  think 

he  is  a  good  Vice  President. 


J.J.  Wiikrat 
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LETTERS 


A  Letter  to  My  Critics 

From  October  2nd  to  Uie  7tJi,  I  will  be 
absent  from  school.  Who  cares?  you  ask. 
Well  a  lot  of  people  sure  seem  to.  but  it  is 
where  I  am  going  to  be  that  interests  (for 
lack  of  a  more  general  term)  them,  not 
where  I  wt)n't  be.  For  all  those  who  don't 
know  (and  even  tho.se  who  don't  care),  1 
am  going  p;u'tridge  hunting. 

lliat  anyone  could  kill  a  "fuzzy  little 
animal,"  as  m;uiy  have  put  it,  seeins  to  be 
a  totally  alien  and  repulsive  concept  to 
most  people.  "How  could  you?"  people 
ask.  It's  simple.  I  walk  for  four  or  five 
hours  a  day  and  whenever  I  see  a  bird,  I 
aim  and  pull  the  trigger.  So  tliat  I  am  not 
accused  of  obscuring  the  truth  by  over- 
simplifying it,  I  feel  obligated  to  add  that 
if  the  bird  isn't  dead,  I  must  step  on  its 
head  to  finish  what  tlie  lead  shot  sLaited. 
Writing  about  it  is  more  unsettling  than 


doing  it. 

Answering  why  1  do  it  is  more 
complicated. 

l-'irst  of  all,  the  annu;iJ  hunting  uip  to 
Wildwood  (as  it  is  called)  has  been  a 
family  tradition  since  my  dad  was  a 
teenager.  It  is  a  gathering  of  my 
grandfather,  father,  two  uncles,  two 
cousins,  brotlier  and  myself:  an  all  male 
fiunily  reunion.  If  you  could  not  tliink  of 
anything  more  clever  to  call  it,  this  trip  is 
an  annuid  dose  of  male  bonding  (I  loaUie 
that  expression),  a  return  to  primitiveness 
(tiic  cabin  in  which  we  stay  has  no 
electricity,  phones  or  running  water). 
Hunting  is  merely  a  medium  for  this 
gathering.  The  actual  killing  is  just  what 
we  do  while  we're  there,  but  it  is  not  die 
emphasis  of  die  trip. 

Secondly,  for  all  non-hunters:  the 
"thrill  of  the  hunt"  is  real,  not  just  the 
hackneyed  expression  it  is  taken  as  being. 
There  is  a  certain  exhilaration  in  t;iking 
life — in  playing  God.  References  to  a 
beast  within  every  man  pervade  English 
literature.  Hunting  is  my  relatively 
h;uinless  outlet  for  diat  predatorial  beast. 
Perhaps  you  think  Uiis  to  be  a  sick  and 
twisted  comment,  one  of  a  "sadist  bunny- 


killer,"  its  1  have  often  been  kibeled.  but  1 
guarantee  that  ninety  percent  of  you 
would  agree  if  you  ever  had  the  privilege 
of  hunting. 

For  all  you  so-called 

environmentalists  who  think  that  I  am 
disrupting  the  eco-system  of  northern 
(Quebec,  think  again.  It  is  a  region  tliat  has 
been  hunted  for  hundreds  of  years;  the 
hunters  are  part  of  the  eco-system  just 
like  the  partridges'  natural  predators.  We 
do  not  over-kill.  We  hunt  in  a  ZEC  (zone 
ecologique  conserve)  and  our  bag  limit  is 
regulated  by  Uie  Ministere  de  la  Chas.se  el 
Peche.  We  ;ue  part  of  nature.  1  know  at 
least  one  staunch  environmentalist  in  my 
grade  who  hunts.  So  please  get  all  the 
information  before  you  accuse  me  of 
personally  wiping  out  all  of  Quebec's 
wildlife. 

Finally,  every  bird  shot  is  eaten.  This 
extra  killing  is  unnecessary,  you  say? 
Maybe,  but  remember,  I  kill  painlessly  in 
seconds;  tlie  animals  you  eat  are  killed  in 
machines.  How  painless  do  you  think  that 
is? 

Andrew  Lord 
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